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The cathedral bells, that had been shouting all this time,
suddenly stopped and the night was quite. In the silence
in the dark narrow street, Alec shivered. He had not heard
that story before, and it was the sort of story that pierced
to the quick of his pictorial imagination. He could see the
young men marching behind the skirl of the Jacobite
pipes down the long vista of the Stockport Road, and see,
too, the ghastly end of it: the bloody head on the spike,
the father saluting in gallant sorrow the mutilated mask of
the son.

" So you see, young Dillworth," Mr. Suddaby was saying,
beginning to move on through the night which was turning
chill, " when you hear all the stuff about Prince Charming,
remember that at any rate his head did stay on his shoulders,
and that other people were not so fortunate. They are a
good lot, taking them all in all, those other people. Win or
lose, nothing can be done without them. They deserve
something pretty good. That's a hard fact I commend to
your editorial attention. Some day we may need a people
educated enough to distinguish between running after
romantic illusions and getting on with their own job of
living."

He stopped and held out his hand. "Well/* he said,
"here endeth the lesson/' Alec could see his eyes smiling
in the dusk. " Now I must be off home to my steak and
onions and a good read of Shelley. You can't beat either/'
And as, a moment ago, Alec had watched Dan Dunkerley
depart, so now he watched Mr. Suddaby. Clutching his
roll of music, he felt as though he had been assailed from
all hands.

The music was a peace-offering for Elsie. He had felt
small and mean as he thought of what he had done with
Theo Chrystal's gift. Now he was eager to see Elsie again,
to thrust the music into her hand. But when he reached
home she was not there. The Idylls of the King lay upon the
sitting-room table, opened so that he should see at a glance
that the fly-leaf with its inscription had been torn out. It
was lying in the cold fireplace, where a match had been
set to it. For a moment, Alec, with his hands on the mantel-
piece, looked down at it, black but intact, with the words
still legible, on the charred curling sheet. "Theodore
Chrystal; Miss Dillworth." He took up a poker, stirred the
page, and it dissolved to dust.